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to show their hostility to the conquerors of their country, who
had withdrawn their forces for the struggle with Germany.
The perfidy and cruelty of the natives remind one forcibly of
what the Puritans and the early settlers westward-bound in
the United States had to endure in their battles'for territory
against the treacherous "Indians. Our driver told his reminis-
cences with as much zest as if the war and Commune had
just finished, whereas we were in '73, and he must have nar-
rated the same terrible incidents to fresh relays of travellers
some hundreds of times.

The magnificent peaks of the Djurdjura, clothed in their
heavy mantle of snow during nine months of the year, were
always "so near and yet so far;" a splendid morsel of Switzer-
land transplanted to the borders of the Sahara, the melting
snows to quench the thirst'of the lion, the panther, and wild-
Cat, and finally to be swallowed up in sandy plains below, and
to disappear among pebbles and the roots of the oleander in
the lowest channels of the river-beds. As we passed through
the gorge of Palaestro everything was shut out from our sight
save the tempestuous river Isser rushing through, and the preci-
pice of grayish-white rock on either side. The gorge had once
been, apparently, the bottomless pit of a glacier, which ages ago
had polished and marked the massive walls of stone in long
streaks. Echoes of our ponderous vehicle, of the snorting of
the horses and of the clicking of their feet and harness, of the
cracking whip, and of the leaping waters, thundered about us
in and out of tunnels until we reached the genial sunlight again,
and the cornfields and flowers, of which we had had brilliant
glimpses, gracefully nodding to us from the heights above. I*
am writing these souvenirs very much in the manner that the
corn and flowers are bent by the breezes, jotting down my
impressions as I receive them, and recalling incidents and